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less it in general succeeds. Some poet says (and
I suppose these gentlemen make Fortune a fern ale
for that purpose), that,

Women? bora to l>e controlled,
Stoop to the forward and tlxo bold.

However, I feel such confidence in the little blind
urchin, after his attention in delivering my letters
to you, that I cannot think he will fail us now.

a If J thought 1 could desert my country's
cause for my own ease, I could not offer my
Nancy so ignoble a heart; but sure I am that;
having her once mine., I should act with double
zeal. I am therefore pretty much determined to
see her at every risk.

" My dear friend General Medows is in as good
health as this climate will permit him. If you
should be lucky enough to see him, you will see a
man that I really believe I could get between and
a cannon-bail, if I knew it was owning."

As one of the many instances afforded in the
after life of Major Harris, that this was no tran-
sient feeling of affection to General Medows, I
find an anecdote stated, which I believe to be well
founded The General, acting upon that principle
which continually inftneneed his military career,
and which taught him that it made little difference

in the chances of a soldier's life, whether he did

*

his duty cautiously and shabbily, or promptly and
handsomely* exposed himself to the hottest fire
whenever he could On one occasion,, he perse